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Author's Notes: 

| wasn\'t sure if | was going to post this, as it\'s kind of experimental. There is no dialogue, and perhaps it\'s 
too much in the head, but | thought it represented a contrast to how Axl is usually portrayed in my stories. 
One of these days, | hope to get a bunny that has an actual plot... 


Thanks again, Andy. 


Axl like it best when he was awake at sunrise. Not that he got to see the sunrise that often in this business. 
Late night concerts and partying well into the morning meant that he didnt have the opportunity to enjoy it 
very often. Not like this anyway, curled up in bed, warm and comfortable, well rested and with Slash in his 


arms. 


Axl liked touching Slash, especially when he had been out in the sun, and the heat seemed to radiate from his 


skin, like the memory of lazy tropical days, smelling faintly of cocoa butter. He would slide his hand across 
Slash's chest as he slept, caress his shoulder and nuzzle his hair, taking in the scent and the warmth, and hold 


it close to his own heart, in the hopes that it would ease the chill that lay there. 


He was not a cuddler by virtue of his training. Boys did not cuddle; men were not into the touchy-feely shit 
that women were so fond of. He was uncomfortable with the idea of petting, unless of course, sex was 


involved. It took him a long time to understand that touch did not always mean a request for fucking. 


Unlike Slash. He was always touching, always petting, a brush of fingers on an arm or a slow sweep of his hand 
across the hair. It freaked Axl out at first, especially when Slash would let his head fall against someones 
shoulder. How could he be so open? Didn't he realize how that looked? What other people might think? For a 
guy to touch another guy in such a casual fashion.. Axl would shudder when he saw it, feeling unease in the 


pit of his stomach. 


Then Axl met Slash's family, with their live and let live, hippy lifestyle, and he understood where Slash was 
coming from. At least he did once he got over the shock. Nobody was expecting to get laid, they were just 
fond of each other and had no compunctions about showing it. This was a foreign concept to Axl, and had he 
thought about it he would have felt regret, touched - perhaps - with a hint of jealousy. 


Axl liked affection, but only from Slash. Not that Slash would ever show affection in public, not the kind that 
Axl craved; he knew enough to draw the line there. No, it was in private when Slash would be affectionate and 
Axl would greet it with the conflicting impulses of longing and revulsion. Both had to learn that while Axl needed 
affection as much as he needed air to breathe, he wasn't capable of ever showing it. 


Except in the mornings, when the sun was just rising, and the crepuscular light of dawn was beginning to ease 
its way through the windows. When Slash was curled up between crisp, white sheets, caught in that twilight 
state when he was neither asleep nor awake, and Axl felt like he could be himself without reprisal or fear of 
prying eyes. Then he could lower his defenses, and curl up behind Slash, brush the hair back from his eyes and 
stare down at the relaxed face, almost childlike in repose. Best of all were those times when Slash would waken 
just enough to draw Axl closer without even opening his eyes. Axl would settle against him, content to listen to 


the sound of Slash's heart beat, the quiet whisper of his breathing lulling him back to sleep. 


Yes, dawn was Axl's favorite time of day; it was the one time when he found peace. 


